SIGNIFYING    NOTHING
native land and a beneficiary under his Empire Free Trade
project, had thought fit to immortalise him in a public
monument; nor had he been given an opportunity to refuse
any throne, except the Board of Trade. Though he con-
tinued to persuade himself that he had a hand in public
affairs, in this much assisted by Lo\v, whose cartoons flat-
tered him by including him among leading politicians, he
pined for a more solid political role than in the drawings of
a cartoonist whom he employed, and in the columns of news-
papers which he owned. When important events took place
at home or abroad he worked himself into a state of great
excitement, shouted through telephones at his editors and
leader-writers, until it suddenly dawned on him that all this
excitement, all this shouting, signified nothing; that he was
not in a position to affect what was happening in any way.1
Then his spirits drooped; self-pity and sometimes petulance
overcame him, and his little court had to find means of
restoring his spirits.
If Lord Beaverbrook, alone or in combination with Lord
Rothermere, made a poor showing against Mr. Baldwin,
that master of political strategy, he was more successful
when the conflict was with his fellow Press magnates. In
the struggle for circulation which a popular newspaper
must constantly wage, attempts had been made to get
readers by offers of gifts, free insurance, and other benefits.
To put an end to this ruinous competition, an agreement
was reached between the national dailies to renounce all
free gift schemes, but proved no more adequate as a safe-
guard of peace in Fleet Street than agreements between the
nations to renounce aggression have as a safeguard of peace
in Europe. An unexpected offer by the Daily Herald to
provide registered readers with a set of Dickens's novels,
in sixteen volumes and worth four guineas, for eleven
1 cf. the Astronomer in Rasselas whose madness took the form of believ-
ing that he * possessed the regulation of weather, and the distribution of the
seasons. . . . The sun has listened to my dictates, and passed from tropic
to tropic by my direction; the clouds, at my call, have poured their waters,
and the Nile has overflowed at my command; I have restrained the rage of
the dog-star, and mitigated the fervours of the crab.*
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